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Departed that good one, and went with his fellows,
Old and exceeding sad, fastness to seek;
The earl Ongentheow upward returned;           2950

Of Hygelac's battle-might oft had he heard.
The war-craft of the proud one ; in withstanding

he trow'd not,

That he to the sea-folk in fight might debate,
Or against the sea-farers defend him his hoard,
His bairns and his bride.    He bow'd him aback

thence,
The  old under the earth-wall.    Then was the

chase bidden

To the Swede-folk, and Hygelac's sign was up-
reared,

And the plain of the peace forth on o'er-pass'd they,
After the Hrethlings onto the hedge throng'd.
There   then  was   Ongentheow  by  the   swords'

edges,                                                         2960

The blent-hair'd, the hoary one, driven to biding,
So that the folk-king fain must he take
Sole doom of Eofor.    Him in his wrath then
Wulf the Wonreding reached with his weapon,
So that from the stroke sprang the war-sweat in

streams
Forth from under his hair; yet naught fearsome

was he,
The aged, the Scylfing, but paid aback rathely